To Whom It May Concern 

by Michael Aguero 

To Whom It May Concern, 

I never was much of a praying man, but as I write this I can't help but hope God guides it 
home. I don't know what the hell is going on down there, but things up here have become very 
unpleasant. It is just after 23:00 UTC, March 4 th 2023. Looking up at the Earth, I can see morning 
will soon be hitting France. My name is Reginald Anderson, Colonel, United States Air Force and 
I am stranded on the moon. 

Approximately three hours ago (20:00 UTC) my fellow astronaut, Liu Haipeng of China, 
tried to kill me in my sleep. I have no idea why. We have been on the station for two months 
together, since Yuri Mihairokov of Russia left. Liu seemed like a nice guy. We worked together 
well, chatted. I don't know why he would do this. 

I was sleeping in my bunk when I heard the latch to my quarters open. I rolled over just 
in time to catch the hallway light reflecting on the blade of the knife. Weapons are expressly 
forbidden by all nations on the station. He had to have smuggled the damn thing in. I was 
somehow able to slide back into the wall and kick at him with my legs. I couldn't process what 
was happening, my mind was flooded with adrenaline and clouded by sleep. I guess I ended up 
kicking the knife out of his hand because I remember us struggling for it on cramped floor of my 
sleeping quarters. 

It was life or death. At least that's what I keep telling myself. I've killed people before, in 
the Arab War. I was a fighter pilot then, but it wasn't like this. When you're launching missiles 
from 40,000 feet, death is a distant thing. This was so damn... personnel. I had somehow gotten 
on top of him. The knife was sticking out of his chest. He had this permanent expression of 
shock on his face, of utter disbelief. I couldn't move for what felt like hours. His breathing 
slowed bit by bit as I tried to figure out what in the hell had just happened, why he had done it. 
After a while I got up and wandered around the station, wondering what to do. 

The station isn't very big. Three sleeping quarters, one currently being used for storage. 
A living area with attached kitchen, the lab and the system room. You could fit the whole thing 
in a decent sized three bedroom apartment. In practice then meant that I could pace around all 
I want, every other minute I'd end up back at my room, staring through the open door at Liu 
lying dead on the floor. 

Eventually my training kicked in and I knew I had to report it. That was when I realized 
just how much trouble I was actually in. Liu had been busy while I slept. He had put locks on the 



food, water and medical supplies. Best I can figure, he planned it as a fall back strategy if we 
both survived the attack. He could retreat to somewhere safe and starve me out. The bigger 
problem was what he did to the computers. All of them are locked down with some kind 
encryption. Even if I knew how to get past it, which I don't, the whole damn thing is in some 
kind of coded Chinese. I can't get passed the login screen, much less send a report back to base. 

To top it off, the emergency shuttle's been sabotaged. Key electrical components were 
removed. I don't know what the hell he did with them, because I tore the station apart three 
times looking for them. For all I know the bastard buried them out on the surface somewhere. 

The only thing left working was the RDS, but it's locked with the same encryption systems as 
the communications equipment. I can load and fire it, but there's no electronic aiming, only 
manual. Well if you're ready this, I guess I'm a better shot than I thought. When I'm done with 
letter I'm going to put it in one of the shells and do my best to aim it at the states. If you find it, 
please give it to the police. They'll know what to do with it. 

I guess I should try and find those keys to the food, or take another crack at the encryption. Tell 
my wife and kids I love them. And if at all possible, send word of what in the hell is going on 
down there. 

Col. Reginald Anderson, USAF, International Lunar Station. 



Dear Reginald, 

I am so sorry to hear what's happened to you. I am also sorry to say your aim was poor. 
You message landed in Brasov, Romania about 170km north of Bucharest. I was washing the 
dishes when something slammed into my garden. I am not ashamed to say it gave me quite a 
fright. I recovered my tomato plants did not. 

I was unsure of what to do with the metal box that seemed to have fallen from the sky. 
My first thought was to call the police, but my curiosity got the better of me. I had to use a 
kitchen knife to pry the stubborn thing open. Do not worry, as soon as I finished your letter I 
contacted the police. They are taking your box to the United States embassy in Bucharest. 

As for what's happening, I'm not sure where to start. Yesterday morning (4 th March, 
2023) China declared war against Taiwan, Vietnam, Loas, Myanmar, and Mongolia and began a 
massive military invasion of those countries. People are still arguing as to why. I don't know 



how closely they allow you to follow the news up there, but things were getting tense down 
here. China's economic and domestic situation seemed to be unraveling. Their strong stances 
were putting them at ever great odds with the Americans. Most think they did this as pre- 
emptive action. Take everything they can before the Americans mobilize. 

South Korea, Japan and the United States declared war on China later that evening. The 
Chinese immediately streamed across the 39 th parallel. It seems they had been secretly building 
up strength in North Korea for months. 

I'm afraid there isn't much else to tell you. The news is being heavily censored by all 
parties. I have heard that NATO is convening and will probably declare war against China as 
well. Things down here are a little strange right now. Half of the people seem very nervous, 
tense as to what this could mean for the world. Others seem to be going about their lives as if 
nothing had changed. Maybe it hasn't sunk in for them yet. 

I guess you may be wondering how I got this to you, if it gets to you. My brother is an 
engineer and has been building little rockets since he was a boy. He told me he could put it in a 
rocket and shoot it at you. I don't know if it will work but I thought I would be nice to try. I don't 
know if you ever got to the locked food, so I've included some cookies and a bottle of water 
with package. 

Good luck, 

Maria Popa, School Teacher, Romania. 

P.S. What's and RDS? 



Dear Maria, March 9 th , 2023 13:25 UTC 

Your brother was a far better shot than me. His package landed about a mile from here, 
which is damn impressive, even to an old astronaut like me. The cookies were excellent by the 
way. Thank you. Sorry about the tomato plants. I've enclosed a moon rock for you as 
repayment. It isn't much, but it's all I've got. 

R.D.S stands for Railgun Delivery System. You can probably find picture of it online, but 
it looks like a narrow silver tube, almost like someone stretched a cannon. It uses magnets to 
propel an empty shell to high speeds, enough for it to get far enough away from the moon for 



the Earth's gravity to do the rest. The shells are hollow and shielded against the heat they'll 
encounter during reentry through the atmosphere. We use them to transfer small items and 
samples to Earth from time to time. It runs of solar power and is far cheaper than using fuel to 
get more fuel up here just so we can launch something back. We also occasionally use it to get 
rid of trash, since international treaty prevents us from leaving it up here, but that we shoot at 
the sun. 

I find it so surreal that Earth has been at war for almost a week. I knew things were 
getting tense but I never thought it would go this far. From up here I can't see any of it. Though 
I have noticed fewer lights on at night in China. Must be enforcing light discipline to make 
bombing harder. 

Still no contact from home. Maybe they have their hands full with the war and have 
forgotten about me up here. I sure won't be getting a ride home anytime soon, that's for sure. 
On the bright side I did get the supplies lockers open. Liu had the keys on him. Once I figured 
out that his attack was intentional, the he was my enemy and we were at war, I had no 
problems going through his things, or looking over his body. Any attachment I had to him is 
gone. Now there is only the mission, the war. 

If only I knew what that mission was. This station has zero military application. The RDS 
is far too small to do any real damage (your tomatoes might say otherwise.) If it was big enough 
to damage anything it would be big enough to crawl inside of and we wouldn't be having this 
conversation. Conversation? Letter? Does it still count as a conversation if it's in writing and not 
speech? Correspondence then. 

I'm sad to hear about Korea. I was stationed on an aircraft carrier many years ago that 
used to dock there pretty often. It's a beautiful country, with good food too. I hope they're 
giving the Chinese hell. Bastards have started a war that will bring us all down. 

I've been trying to keep busy on the station, continuing the experiments and such. It's 
hard seeing the point in any of it anymore. What's it matter if green beans and corn can grow in 
the moon's gravity if the humanity tears itself apart. I'm not ready to give up though. I still 
water the plants and feed the lab animals. If nothing else it gives me something to do, 
something to focus on. Routine. 

I also "buried" Liu. And by buried I mean threw his ass in the deepest crater I could drive 
to in a reasonable amount of time. This place is far small to have kept him inside and burying 
seemed like too much effort, what with oxygen limits and difference in gravity. In truth I think I 
couldn't stand to look at him anymore. It makes all of this far too real. A part me keeps hoping 
things can go back to the way they were. Like this was all some sort of mistake. I somehow 
doubt that's going to happen. 



Thank you again for the cookies, and for going through the trouble of sending a reply. 
That couldn't have easy, or cheap. It gets awfully lonely up here. I hope you are well and keep 
safe down there. 

Reggie, International Lunar Station 



Dear Reggie, 19 March, 2023 Romania 

Sorry this letter took so long. Your government wanted me to hold off sending the 
package until they were ready. Enclosed in the package should be a sealed envelope from the 
embassy with instructions for you. The agents that dropped it off weren't very talkative. But I 
did manage to squeeze some information out of them. They are worried the Chinese might 
intercept any messages sent to you, and think our messages are a safer way of talking to you. 

I was also contacted by your wife via email. I guess she got it from the people at the 
embassy. She asked me to hold off on your package until she could ship some times to me, and 
asked me to put them in there. Inside you should find a letter from her. 

Thank you for the moon rock, it looks very pretty on my mantle. My brother is very 
jealous. I gave up on trying to replant the tomatoes when your second case took out my fence. 
Don't worry, we needed to replace it anyway. 

As for the news, I tried to get you a newspaper from the day the war broke out, but 
they've been selling out like mad. NATO declared war on China a few days ago, and are 
pressuring several of the other EU countries to join. Things here have been a little hectic. I don't 
know if you are aware, but Romania is part of NATO. I don't know how involved we'll be in the 
fighting, but my cousin is in the reserves and he was called up. 

The people's willingness to ignore the war vanished overnight. We went from people 
bringing the topic up over coffee, in between recounting the latest football match and last 
night's tv show, to people storming the markets and buying up everything in sight. There's a 
national shortage on can goods and the price up toilet paper keeps going up for some reason. 
People are acting like it's the end of the world. 



Maybe it is. I have a hard time believing that. Each day I go to work and teach my class 
how to read and write and do arithmetic. When I look in their faces I can't help but believe that 
there is hope for us, that humanity will overcome this and go on to do great things. Maybe I'm 
just naive. 



Maria 



DEPARTMENT OF THE AIRFORCE 

Headquarters, NASA 

Two Independence Square, Washington D.C. 

ORDERS XXX-XXX 14 March 2023 

1. Anderson, Reginald J. XXX-XX-XX39 Colonel, Allied Lunar Station 

You will maintain control and security of the lunar station. 

From this point forward the International Lunar station has been designated the Allied 
Lunar Station in accordance with NATO referendums. 

You are not authorized to use any communication equipment apart from the R.D.S 45-D. 
We suspect the Chinese are monitoring any and all communication between us and the 
station. 

Any messages sent to us will be done through the Romanian Civilian using code 
[XXXXXXXX]. Romanian Civilian will hence forward be referred to by designation 
GARDENER. 

We have been informed you have adequate supplies. Stay put, and keep safe. We will 
attempt to reinforce your position as soon as you are able. 



To My Dearest Reginald, March 14, 2023 



My God, how has this happened? They told me you were attacked. Are you 
alright? Please tell me you're alright. Of all the nights wondering what could happen to 
you up there, of all the nightmare scenarios we talked about, prepared for, I never 
thought it would be this. War? How could that even happen in this day and age. What 
on earth are the Chinese thinking? Do they really expect this to fix their government? 
Can't they see they are merely forestalling the inevitable and getting a lot of people 
killed in the process? 

I've spoken to the boys. Aaron called right when news of the war broke out, he 
was worried about you. He thinks they'll be shipping out soon, headed for the Pacific. 
Said the Ford was the best equipped to protect troop movements across the Straight. 
God I hope he'll be alright. Why did you have to go and fill his head with that military 
nonsense? I don't blame you. I don't want you to think that. We talked long and hard 
about his signing up and it was his choice to make but you can't blame me for going 
crazy while two of men are out there in danger. At least Lee should be safe. I doubt the 
government will be calling up history professors to sign up anytime soon. But there's 
talk, of the draft. The Chinese have an awful lot of soldiers. Hopefully this will all be over 
soon enough. 

I also emailed the woman whose tomato plants you destroyed. Says she's down 
fence now to. She seems nice though. Lucky break her brother being an engineer. And 
that your shell didn't go through her window and take her head off. Romania though? I 
figured you pilots would have better aim than that. 

You know I kid. And that I love you. Very, very much. Be safe up there, save as 
you can be anyhow. And pray for our boys, they'll need it. We'll be praying for you. 

Barbara 

P.S. I included another copy of last year's family Christmas photo, in case you lost the 
last one. I wanted to put in a Hersey bar, but they wouldn't let. Bastards. 



Dearest Barbara, 

Don't worry about me or the boys. We've had a tough as nails woman looking after us 
for a long time, maybe you know her. We'll be fine. Don't worry about the chocolate bar, we 



have some up here. They aren't quite as good, but they get the job done. And it's the thought 
that counts, as you are so fond of telling me. I still have the old Christmas photo, (as well as that 
other one you gave me) but it never hurts having an extra copy. Now I can put one next to my 
bunk in addition to the one I keep in my pocket. 

I hope to be home soon. I love you and our boys more than anything else in the world. 
Tell Lee I said to check in on you every once in a while. I know you don't want to make trouble 
for him, but tell him anyway. I suspect he gets as much out of it as you do. It's good for him to 
be grounded to something, to know people care about him. And tell Aaron to keep his head 
down and double check his work. Pilots rely on their mechanics more than anything else. 

Forever thinking of you, 

Reggie 



THE NEW YORK TIMES 

New York, Sunday, April 2, 2023 

SEOUL FALLS 

Allied Forces Retreat to Busan, 
Prepare to Abandon Korea 

The siege of Seoul has ended after nearly a month of fighting. The Allies have seen their first 
major defeat at the hands of the Chinese after United States, Korean and Japanese forces 
surrenders in Sidon early yesterday morning. Sidon was surrounded during the opening surprise 
attack of the war. The Chinese and their North Korean allies raced across the border, driving 
deep into the country and cutting off Allied forces in the capitol. 

The United States, Japan and Australia attempted to reinforce the capitol from sea and air 
but met with little success due to concentrated fire from communist forces. Fighting intensified 
when the Chinese government demanded the cities surrender and launch an assault after 
Korean officials refused. Allied forces took to guerrilla tactics within the city as a last effort to 
stop the Chinese advance. Over 20,000 troops were captured by the Chinese including nearly 
3,000 Americans. The President has demanded that they be treated according to the Geneva 
conventions. 



Allied forces have regrouped around the costal South Korean city of Buson where they will 
attempt to retreat across the straights of Korea to Japan. The South Korean President gave an 
impassioned speech this morning with tears in his eyes, claiming that they would return, and 
his people would be united once again, not under the red banner of tyranny, but in the name of 
freedom. 

The United States has continued efforts in building a global coalition against China. Greater 
NATO and E.U. involvement will help take pressure of the already stretched thin U.S. war 
machine. Diplomatic efforts have continued toward bringing Russia and India into the war on 
the side of the Allies, but have met with little success so far aside from the joint denunciations 
from those countries leaders against the leadership in Beijing. 

U.S. Naval forces from the Atlantic fleets are being sent to Japan to bolster the Navy's 
strength in the pacific, including the USS Gerald R. Ford, one of the new generation super 
carriers. 

Continued on page 3b. 



Dear Maria, April 25, 2023 

I am really starting to miss freshly cooked meals. These freeze dried things all taste the 
same after a while. I have been on the moon now for nearly four months. Four months of living 
in the same cramped space, eating the same over processed foods, following the same routines 
over and over and over again. I was scheduled to leave the station on the 15 th of this month. A 
little over a week ago I would have flown back home. A Canadian astronaut (it was there turn) 
would have taken my place and be up here with good old Liu. I'd be at home with my wife, 
eating pot roast and watching baseball. 

You know when you first come up here you never wonder what you're going to do in your 
free time. Mostly because you don't have a lot. There are tests to run, systems to maintain, 
reports to write. Whatever time left over after physical needs and cleaning are used staring out 
the windows or writing emails to family and friends or surfing the internet. I never thought to 
bring a damn book with me or some movies. What I'd kill for a good turn strategy game to pass 
the time with up here. Even if I could get one, I can't run it. Bastard locked down every 
computer in the place and smashed all the personal computers. 



I've taken to walking and driving around on the surface a lot. I'm not supposed to. It's 
somewhat risky and is considered a waste of resources even though the air is recycled and 
everything's powered by the sun. At least getting out allows me to do something, have a little 
fun. I found this hill about two klicks west of the station. It has a gentle incline and then a very 
steep, very sharp drop off. It's essentially a two hundred yard ramp into a crater. That plus low 
gravity is loads of fun. Don't tell my wife. 

The worst part is during the "new" moon phase. No light from the sun means no reflection 
to the folks on earth. You guys go through a few nights with no moon in the night sky. I go 
through a week of total darkness. The only lights I get to see are these bright sterile things the 
government loves so much. 

I've been thinking of making a golf course to pass the time. I was never a big player but I did 
enjoy it every now and then. There's a pipe that delivers gasses to one side of the lab that I 
don't really need for anything. It'd be about the right length. I can make a ball out of moon rock 
and then dig a few holes. If nothing else, it'll give me something to do. Even the rats are getting 
bored. They keep fighting or chasing each other around their cages. I caught myself thinking 
about killing and eating one of them yesterday. It would be so nice to have a fresh cooked meal, 
even if it was rat. Then I remembered that it would be pretty much impossible to make a fire up 
here. Anywhere out of the station wouldn't have air, and lighting one anywhere inside could 
quickly kill me if it got even a little out of control. 

What's taking the damn Russians and Indians so long? They have to know that China will 
come for them eventually, if only to take them out of the fight before they become a problem. I 
just want this damn war to be over so someone can come get me off this worthless rock. I've 
read enough studies on people kept in isolation to know what's going to happen if I'm left up 
here much longer. Hallucinations, paranoia. 

I just want to go home. 

- Reggie 

P.S. I saw the most glorious display of fireworks the other night. Dozens of little explosions 
over the earth. Maybe the Allies finally got tired of those Chinese satellites? 



Dear Dad, May 4, 2023 USS Gerald R. Ford 



We've been in Japan now for almost two weeks. Would have wrote sooner, but they've 
been pretty hard on the censorship, not wanting to give any information to the Chinese. I'm not 
sure it matters considering how easily they can see us, even after we took out most of their 
satellites. Most of the personnel have been taken out of Buson. All that's left is the heavy 
equipment and supplies. The idea is that we'll rush the peninsula later this week and slip off all 
the rest of the troops and supplies while the Chinese are distracted. Not sure how well it's 
going to work. The Chinese don't have much of a navy, but their army is pretty well dug in. 

Things on the boat have been pretty tense. We're launching non-stop sorties, pulling 
fourteen to sixteen hour shifts a day. The pilots are being pushed to exhaustion and their birds 
with them. Equipment is starting to break down as nerves become increasingly frayed. 
Yesterday I had to break up a fight between a pilot and his crew chief over a loose bolt on one 
of the wheels. I have no idea how much longer we can keep this up. Round the clock operations 
take a toll on every single member of the ship. It's only a matter of time before someone makes 
a mistake and one of the birds goes tumbling off the side of the ship. 

I spoke to Lee briefly the other day. He's checking in on Mom like you asked. Seems half 
his class ran out and signed up shortly after the war started. I hear the army is giving out pretty 
big bonuses these days to avoid the draft. Even with all the help we're getting from the other 
countries I don't see how we'll avoid the draft. There's just too damn many of the enemy. We 
have three carriers here operating twenty- four seven and we still can't hit all our damn targets. 

Mom seems to be holding up well enough. Lisa's been spending a lot of time with her. I 
guess they finally have something to bond over. 

Stay safe up there. I'll bring you back a Chinese pistol if you bring me back that lunar golf 
club. 

Aaron 



THE NEW YORK TIMES 

New York, Wednesday, May 17, 2023 

Heavy Cost In Pacific Victory 



Ford and Bush Sunk In Straights, Reagan Crippled 
Allied Forces Dig In on Japanese Islands 

The United States Ford class supercarrier, the Gerald R. Ford, was sunk in the strait of 
Korea along with the Nimitz class supercarrier, the George H.W. Bush. The USS Ronald Regan 
was also heavily damaged in the surprise attack launched by Chinese forces, but managed to 
limp back to Japanese ports. 

Chinese naval forces launched a surprise, suicidal attack on Allied naval forces as they 
attempted to withdraw allied personnel and equipment from the Korean Peninsula. The 
Chinese used cowardly kamikaze attacks not seen since World War II. Cheap communist planes 
dived out of the sky as Chinese submarines charged the Allied naval positions with little concern 
to its own safety. The submarines aimed directly for the U.S. carriers, even as the Allied ships 
fired upon them. Chinese planes aimed for Battleships, Destoryers and especially defenseless 
troop transports. 

The Pentagon has not released official casualty numbers but current estimates top ten 
thousand in what was surely the bloodiest naval battle in United States history. 

Allied forces in Japan are busy digging in for the inevitable Chinese landings as the Navy 
rethinks its strategy for safeguarding the East China Sea and Sea of Japan. 

continued on 2D 



Dear Reggie, 21 May, 2023 

I am so, so sorry you had to find out this way. If there is anything you need, anything at 
all please let me know. Our thoughts and prayers will be with you. 

- Maria 



Dea r Reggie, May 30 th , 2023 



Are you okay? What a stupid question. I'm sorry. I know you must be going through a lot 
right now. I won't pretend to know what you're going through. I know when I lost my husband 
it didn't matter what people said, how kind their words were. Nothing could fill the whole that 
he left. No matter what I did it felt like I would always be empty inside, that this void always be 
there gaping inside in my soul. 

I worry about you. Up there, all alone, so far from the rest of us. I've talking we your 
wife, and Lee. They're doing their best to be strong. They miss you a great deal. You have to 
come back to them. You have to make it home and put smiles on their faces again. 



Don't be a stranger. I'm here if you need someone to talk to. 



Maria 



DEPARTMENT OF THE AIRFORCE 

Headquarters, NASA 

Two Independence Square, Washington D.C. 

ORDERS XXX-XXX 2 June 2023 

1. Anderson, Reginald J. XXX-XX-XX39 Colonel, Allied Lunar Station 

Your son is alive, but in critical condition at a Japanese hospital. Efforts to rescue 
soldiers in the water were launched immediately following the battle. It took time to 
identify and record the condition of everyone rescued. 

Your son was severely wounded in the chest and left thigh from shrapnel and his left 
arm received second degree burns. With time and a little luck, he is expected to make a 
full recovery. 

We will begin rescue operations for you shortly. 



Dear Dad, June 4 th , 2023 



Aaron is alive. He is pretty banged up, but receiving care in an allied hospital in Japan. I 
don't know if this will reach you before NASA gets around to telling you, but I want you to know 
that he is alive and in good hands. They wouldn't tell us a lot about how he was injured, only 
that he received shrapnel to the torso and leg, and some burns. I waited until one of the 
officers went to get coffee and pumped him for information. He couldn't give me much, but 
thinks based on the injuries and reports they're seeing that Aaron was refueling one of the 
birds when the ship was hit by enemy fire. The important thing is that he's alive. They'll be 
transferring him back to the states as soon as his condition is stable. 

Mom is holding up as best she can given the circumstances. She really misses you. We 
all do, even me. Despite our differences, you and Mom were always there for me, and we all 
want you home safe and sound. Maria said you didn't have anything to do up there, so I 
included a book. It's a fifteen hundred page tome on the Civil War. Should keep you busy for a 
while. 

Lee 
P.S. If Aaron gets the lunar club, I want the golf ball. 



Dear Maria, June 17 th , 2023 

I'm sorry for being so quiet. It's been a hard couple of weeks. I wasn't ready to talk to 
anyone yet. Had to wrap my head around things. Then it was a new moon so I couldn't have 
said anything if I wanted to. It's getting harder and harder to keep the days straight. Food and 
water are starting to become a concern. I hate two of the rats yesterday. Didn't need the food 
so much as I couldn't spare the water. Anything you could send would be appreciated. 

I've also been hallucinating a bit. It started small, dreams blending into reality when I 
woke up, only to fade suddenly away as I realized where I was. Hearing things, like doors 
shutting or opening. Only to get up and find nothing there. The other day I walked into the 
kitchen and could have sworn to god that I saw the Liu sitting at the table eating cereal. I didn't 
know whether to attack him or ask him where he got the cereal. Then my eyes refocused and 
he was gone. I had to drive out the crater I dropped his body in just to be sure he was still dead. 

A couple of night ago I saw something real strange. Not sure what it was. I was standing 
outside the base looking at the Earth. When it's night time the earth has this wonderful glow 
from all the cities. When the moon is reflecting the sun's light a lot of it can get washed out but 
during the new moon you get a spectacular view. It was night over Asia, Europe was just going 
to bed. A lot of Asia has been dark lately due to military action, not a lot of people leaving their 



lights on. Suddenly there was this bring flash near the Indian Chinese border. From this distance 
it looked like an angle dancing on a pin head it but must have been far brighter down there. If I 
didn't know any better I'd guess it was a nuke. Have the Indians finally entered the war? Maybe 
it all be over soon. 

- Reggie 



Dear Reggie, 22 June, 2023 

Your eyes did not deceive you. Almost two weeks ago now, India used a nuclear missile 
against China. The Chinese had been building up on the boarder for weeks. Rumors were 
swirling that India would enter the war any day on the side of the allies, and I guess the Chinese 
wanted to make sure they weren't caught off guard. India kept saying they had no interest in 
the war, and was willing to stay neutral while the United States and China duked it out. 

China must not have believed them because they decided to preemptively invade. With 
their eastern boarder mostly secure, maybe they thought they could deal with India before 
India was ready for the war. Or maybe domestic pressure necessitated the war machine march 
on. No one really knows. The Chinese sure aren't giving any hints. 

As the Chinese stormed across Nepal and Bangladesh, India launched a missile at their 
main army. The news is saying that it was an advanced cruise missile given to India by the U.S. 
and that it was tipped with a nuclear warhead that reached the Chinese army in twenty 
minutes. A large portion of the Chinese main force was wiped out instantly. The rest charged 
blindly ahead, supported by the secondary force coming through Bangladesh. The fighting in 
India has grown pretty intense, and casualty numbers are higher than anything we've ever 
seen. 

That's not all that's happened. Two days ago Pakistan declared an Alliance with China 
and invaded India after nuking Mumbai. No one knows how the bomb got there. It wasn't 
launched and it wasn't flown. Local rumor is that it was snuck into the city on a boat or in a van. 
It's hard to know what to believe these days. Mumbai is gone. Twenty MILLION people dead. 
Never saw it coming. One minute they're here. Going about their lives, having launch, worried 
about the afternoon meeting or picking up their kids from school. A blink of the eye and the city 
is a massive irradiated crater. India retaliated by launching most of its nuclear missiles against 
Pakistan. The other world governments didn't even have enough to time to react to Pakistan's 
attack and urge restraint amongst the Indians before the missiles were flying. 



Karachi, Lahore, Faisalabad, Islamabad. Gone. Twenty four MILLION dead. Undoubtedly 
the bloodiest forty eight hours in the history of the human species. My school has been closed 
until further notice. No one wants to send their kids away from home, even for a day, even for 
us who are so far away from the war zone. No one knows what the warzone is anymore. People 
are worried once the missiles start they will never stop. Everyone waits for China's retaliation. 
I've heard the Allied Special Forces already neutralized their nuclear stockpile, but no one is 
willing to take that risk. 

My brother, the engineer, has been pulled from his work to help the military in their 
projects. Food is running low as people keep rushing the stores and buying up everything they 
can get their hands on. I managed to get a few cans of soup and a gallon of water for you. I will 
send more when I can. I am replanting my garden. 

The only ray of hope has come from Russia of all places. Following the invasion of India, 
Russia declared war on China and is invading through Kazakhstan and Mongolia. They ran 
headlong into yet another Chinese army. The damn bastards have more people than guns. The 
news is saying that Russia intervention is due to them wanting fight for the side of good and be 
a more responsible member of the world community, but the locals are saying they are only 
doing it to quell their own unrest. Russia's economy has been unraveling, and food shortages 
are causing riots. This way they give their people something to direct their anger at and a 
convenient way of getting rid of any undesirables. 



I hope this war is over soon. The world can't take much more of this. 



Maria 



THE NEW YORK TIMES 

New York, Wednesday, July 5, 2023 

Allies Invade, Beach Heads Held 

Freedom Day Landings Successful, Allied Beach Heads in Vietnam, 
Korea and Hong Kong as Russians Advance in the North West 

The Pentagon today revealed its successful operation to put Allied boots back on the 
mainland codenamed F-Day and scheduled to take place on the fourth of July. Allied forces 
from over twenty countries including the U.S, Canada, U.K, Australia, Japan, Korea, and 
Germany launched three simultaneous assaults against Chinese held territory in the most 



ambition military operation ever conceived. Over three times the size of the Allied D-Day 
landings in WW II and involving more than six times the number of personnel, the F-Day 
landings represented the combined military might of a third of the world. 

The landings took place in the early hours before dawn on the fourth and caught the 
Chinese by complete surprise. The Allies were able to greatly expand on the Vietnam beach 
head, achieving breakthroughs that took them deep into Laos, Cambodia and Thailand. Their 
aim is to push through Myanmar and encircle Chinese forces fighting the Indians in Bangladesh. 

In the north the Allied were able to retake South Korea, pushing all the way to Seoul 
before being stopped by Chinese forces. Further assaults are underway north of the Korean 
Peninsula in the Chinese town of Chongjin. The Allies hope to break through the weak Chinese 
defenses there and head south to link up with the forces on the Korean Peninsula. 

The most difficult landing took place in Hong Kong, where the Allies received the 
heaviest causalities of the operation. 

Continued on 2F 



Dear Barbara, 

I'm not sure what day it is. Not even sure if it's still July. It's getting harder and harder to 
keep track. I got so excited after the Allies landed. Though the war was going to be over any 
minute. But they just keep fighting. Allies get pushed out of Hong Kong. Indians sue for peace. 
Russia fights only as much as it has to. Only enough to get the raw resources and shut its own 
people. It feels like the war will never end. 

I can't bring myself to eat anymore of the rats. Not because I can't stomach them. They 
taste all right when fried in the blow torch. I find myself sympathizing with them too much. 
They're in the same situation as me. Far from home, in a strange and uncomfortable 
environment. I've started splitting my food with them. Enough to keep them alive. If get to go 
home someday, why shouldn't they? I'm going to ask NASA to let me keep them. Maybe I'll get 
a tank for them at the house. One of those big ones meant for fish. I'll fill it with dirt and plants 
and toys. Or maybe I'll let them run free outside. Sure a hawk might get them, or a cat, but at 
least they'll be free one last time before they die. I've had to separate them to keep them from 
eating each other. All the plants have died. Not enough water to keep them going. 



The hallucinations are getting worst. I wrote this letter three times before I realized my 
"paper" was the table and my pen a drinking straw. I sleep a lot. Though there isn't much 
difference these days between the two. When I sleep I dream of being awake. Strange living 
nightmares where the ghost of my past come back to haunt me. When I'm awake I hallucinate 
and dream or think I'm sleeping. I was marking the calendar one day at a time with an X until I 
realized I had marked it three times and only a day had pasted. 

I love you so much. You and our boys. It feels like it's been years since I've seen any of 
you. It's getting harder and harder to remember what your voices sound like. If it weren't for 
the picture I wonder if I'd still be able to remember your faces. 

I worry how much longer my mind will hold out. It's gone downhill so fast. They train us 
for this, tell us it will happen far faster than we think, that it will sneak up on us and we won't 
know the difference between a crazy thought and a reasonable one until it was too late. I 
thought that was just something that happened to the weak. To the people that couldn't stand 
to be along with their thoughts. Then I caught myself staring at the blow torch. Wondering if I 
cut my head off and cauterized the wound if my head would fit in one of the shells. I could 
shoot it back to earth and they could come pick up my body whenever they got around to it, 
then simply put it back on. It made so much since at the time. I shoved my face into the shell to 
see if it would fit, only to find out my giant melon was took big. I was so disappointed I started 
crying. It wasn't until I woke up the next day that I realized how close to killing myself I had 
accidentally come. I have since locked up all the sharp and dangerous equipment and thrown 
the key out the door. I could probably find it within thirty minutes if I had to, but in the 
meantime I won't have to worry about getting any more crazy ideas. 



Please call NASA and remind them that I am still here. 



Reggie 



THE NEW YORK TIMES 

New York, Tuesday, October 3, 2023 

Hero Returns Home 

Col. Reginald Anderson Returns Safely 
From Allied Lunar Station 



Colonel Anderson has safely returned to his home state of Georgia after being relieved 
by allied forces earlier this week. The Colonel has been stranded on the moon since the war 
broke out, when the Chinese astronaut Liu Haipeng tried to murder him in his sleep. Colonel 
Anderson was able to fight of the cowardly attacker and secure the station. Unfortunately for 
him the crafty communist was able to encrypt the station's communication equipment and 
prevent him from contacting Mission Control. 

Using his quick wits and superior training, Colonel Anderson was able to manually aim 
the stations Railgun Delivery System and shoot a message back to Earth. The message landed in 
the garden of Maria Popa, a school teacher from Brasov, Romania. 

The President was quick to commend the Colonel on his brave service, and to claim this 
as proof of Allied determination as the war continues on due to numerous Allied setbacks in the 
east. 

Continued on 3B 



